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To his Grace the Duke of D— t-t, and. the 
Earl of T-k-v-lle. 

MY LORDS, 
rip HE following Trifle was intended for your Perufal, laft yearj 
but not being one of the Genus irfitabile Vatum^ but on the con- 
trary, a Bard of Meeknefs and Cbriftian Forbearance^ I deferred the Pub- 
lication, from the fond Hope, that as you grew older you might grow 
vnfer — Difappointed in my Wifhes, and defpaiiing of a Reformation 
(for I am inform'd that you have got a frefh Cargo of Bats and Balls, 
and that Lumpy, Small, Horfeflefti, with feveral other equally refpedt- 
able Perfonages, are ordered to prepaie their Shins for another Cam- 
paign) 1 take the Liberty of prcfenting to your Lordfhips this Tef- 
timonial of my Regard. May it produce an Amendment! — *Tis faid 
that Nero fiddled whilft Rome was burning. — The condudt of your 
Lordfhips, feems nearly fimilar. — For Godlake, fling away your Bats, 
kick your Mob-companions out of your Houfe, and though you can do 
your bleeding Country nofervice^ ceafe to accumulate Infult on Mis* 
fortune, by making it ridiculous. 

I am, 
My Lords, (Sa 

THE AUTHOR; 



ERRATA. 



Page lo. 1. lo. for No MoAXy nod no more* 
Page 14. L 11. forHi^'tyt rMi/Hiir'aY. 

it. forPofterity, rroi/ Posts a irr* 
Page 17. 1. 8. for Country'!, reaJ Co\mty'$, 
Page ao« L 4. for I will, ruufl do. 
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Noble. Cricketers, 



l^TTHILST Britain for her ikughter*d Legions fighf». 
And fiink with Wounds her fav'rite Daughter dies^ 
Whilft Pity weeps o*er many a Hero*s Doom, 
And Death in lurlj Triumph Andes the Tomb; 
O Mufe, relate the mighty Cares that fill 
The Souk of D— i^t, and of T~k-rv— Uc. . . 
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From Glory far, at Folly's Shrine they fall, 

l^caguM with that wond'rous Wight, yclep*d Sam. Small; 

With Lumpy, Horseflesh, and a Score beflde. 

Scum of St. Giles's, and their Lordfhips Pride. 

Where mob-encirl'd midft tlf Artillery Ground, 

Pimps,- Porters, Chimney Sweepers grinning round, 

Far from the Cannon's Roar, they try at Cricket, 

Stead df their t>ouirtrJri toYcture a Wicketf:' 

There mad for Praife, they Glutton like devour 

The naufeous Flattery, which thofe Panders pour. 

And lo! their ragged Partners of the Field, " ' . 

Seem as well pleas'd the Bat, as Blade to wield: ' 

As well ontC&kes, as Carnage to r^ale, ... 

And BUod abhorring, more athirfl: for .^/ev 

There Havock points no Swords, nor fifes his Sl^igs, 

But breaks with humbler Rs^ the Bowls ^d Mugs: 

There 
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There ftead of Bravery, moon-ey*d Folly grins> 
And Blood Aarts only from a Shoe-black*s fhins. 
The ill-tim'd Jeft, O gentle Mufe refrain: 
The weighty Subjed afks a ferious ilrain. 
Unbridled Faction foams, and Giant War, 
0*er Hills of Slaughter drives his furious Car: 
With Cries, America's fair Vallies ring. 
Where wild Ambition waves the bloodftain*d Wing, 
Where Murder's Demons madding fhout around, 
And Horror Keaves to Heav'n the Groan profound: 
A Groan, to bid the Tomb's pale Tenants wake: 
That bids Britannia to her Centre fhake. 
Yet now whilft Danger's Clouds with Thunder clad, 
O'erwelming, frights the Nation with its Shade, 
Blind to. the threatning Gloom, behold a Pair, 
The Sports of beardlefs Boys with Beggars fhare; 



Thofe 
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Thofe Titles ftsun, which c*€r they were their own. 

Commanded Reverence aad with Luftre (hone* 

Perhaps, my Lords, in Pindah you have iieen, 

(In Gilbert West's Tranilation, 'tis I tecan; 

For Lords defpife the Pedantry of Greek, 

Scarce their own £ngli{h deign to write or (peak) 

How at th' Olympics, Greece turn'd out to ruo» 

To rtde, to wreftle, many a gsdlant Son; 

Therefore you take for Truth (how well you nick it!) 

Greece yields a good Apology for Cricket. 

My Lords karn better — Glory form'd each Game, 

To bid the Youth with Emulation flame — 

To fhine in defperate Battle, and oppofe 

With Bravery's boldeft Arm their Country's Foes. . 

Sweet as the Flowers that deck his honour'd .Grave . 

Is Fame's rich Incenie, that embabns the. Brave!. 

Divine 



Divine the J^fefec;5rf;jtfT %«!&: %t%)ys 
How foothing^ Q? J*^,^%f I? i^Je Jl?£9/ei!-- ^ 
Who treads th^fc^/^igv^^l^^sfj^i^cT ,Ji>x)pie,* 
Where ^J^wdprgj.StaV^eaj,, f^^ g^ftS^ ,# Jomb, 
And looks on.thpfe-f^jlpj^klejnflfl^^fs.qf If^e, 
Nor kindles high;^t'^i^h j^^^;^ii;^tal ^^e. 

Feels not his Hea^, jYijJ^^^ed Ar5l9r;§i !^^> 
To live forever in ^MJiftppc.jP^e; ., ; . 
For>f^, witktepjlf^fN^jry^B, Jx:«aR4ple, 
And pity her .pft9rj^«/ffr .ffoipjmy.SQulJ 
I know your-LQ^iglfti^sg3ipc.J^I^e^S%ks, for Ifraife, 
But rakeitnot frpm. P,v^(ighi}.bjanjdjlf]gjb^^ys-— 
Is Fames, (rofa Cricl^et, Qbildren's fp9rt,.^^jipiip.g? 
You mount to Gj-oi^y. on. a Cuckow^'s^^Vii 
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To feel the Heart for fuch mean Tribute throh, 
As the loud Plaudit of the mole-ey'd Mob ; 
GodsJ what a Taftcl-'—degradi^jg to a Crime! 
Vile as the Girrs, that longs £qi Coals and Limc;^ 
Admit) my Lords, a whifpcr to your Ear*— 
Tho* Fools, alasl in Ldndon you appear; 
For Godfake, do not to the World relate 
What Patagonian Follies rule the Great: 
Let other Folks, your idle Deeds proclaim — 
Damn not Youiiselves to everlafling Fame. 

Y<3u penn'd this dainty Paragraph 'tis faid 

" ♦On Tucfday laft .a Cricket Match was play'd — 
H By D— f— t*s Duke moft marv'lous Feats were done, 
'" Who bravely batting,' forty Notches won: 



^^ M M ^^mmmmtfm 



^Tkis 13 hesriy liter^ from the Kewt-papen ihttTccorcbJ^lie glorious AtchievemenL 

After 
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** After die Vidofy, the noble Winner 
<* Sat down, and made a very hearty. Dinner." 
Are thefe my Lord your Hcmours? — fie for fliamel 
Regard (and blufh) the faireft Page of Fame: 
See a long Race amidft her Annals fhine. 
In War, the 8enate, a diftinguifh'd Line, 
And bliiih repentant on yourfelf, their Heir, 
Degenerate dwindled to a Cricket Player I 
If the low fordid Fan^e of Cricketer, 
Your Grace, to nobler Titles cax\ prefer. 
Yield up your native Honours, yidd 'em all. 
Then go, and reign the Rival, of Sam: Small. 
Say, doughty Lord, when merry in your Hall 
With Gang, in Convcrfe high, on Bat and Ball, 
Speak — did you never, by the mereft Chance, 
Your Eye, upon the good old Pi&ures glance? 

Shades 
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Shades of thofc MeA Whdfe 'F^e^ Ml VitH&y de&tsi 
Whofe Deatks*f<$b^ai^,'^r^'tte&XJ»mC^'s ^ghs?. 
Zounds! If fbu ISadj belteVe^thfe Mttfej "yKs^ t^ot 
Had feen the Bttrfh df Shiiiie <oli "^dv^i^ Fttcfe : 
Lamenting too, p€iMp», '^idi^lr iWaht' fef 5»b W«* 
To leave their Fi^Sihfcs, ^drkldkyibu-odteiSf Bwrs, 
I'm told, when 4^pt-^6m ^i<ldt;tt^by*«h€r9bdW€fs^ 
You kill with e4«Sil'l*ttiif>fe*fs»yfe«r IWtiW: 
'Tis faid, for Vermin, that -ybu htiAt£*he H^ille, 
And mn on Tables, -Bou/e 'gairjft BrMnr^Lillkfey 
With Pins by*tiray bf^SpUrs-to-poke-thcir^-HilK, 
And call your Kacers Nabob' ^d Eclipfe: 
Sweet Babes! pray'Ghildrcn have you ftiU yaur'fi»&? 
What pity, we've no Pillories for P~rs! 
" Honour thy Father," fays a Chrtftian Ride-— 
What if the Father be an Ape, a. Fool? 

My 
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My Lords, youVe Children,— then Vm hold to fay, 

Their filial Rev'rence all, is thrown away. 

Plead not excufe, becaufe it is the Age 

King Logs have trod, and tread poor Europe s Stage: 

I grant that Denmark*s Pageant is a Fool: 

That France's Whelp was never whipped at School:' 

I grant an Afs Sicilians Scepter fways: 

That equal Folly, Father Spain betrays; 

Howe'er each Mufe the Monarch's Fame may pipe. 

For wond'rous Skill in knocking down a *Snipe. 

I grant that Portugal's late King, of Brain, 

Had lefs than ev'n a Nutfhell might contain. 

Which fhows, Heav'n thinks (a mortifying Thing 1} 

That any Trafli will ferve to make a King. 



*Iiis Majefty t< particularly bappy at Snipe-fliootint;; beats hit Subjefts all to nothing at 
this royal Amufement; atid it only equall'd in dexterity by thatnunly Gentlewoman hit Siuer,. 
who It a dead hand at a wild Pig. 

D I 
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I grant the PniiHan, who fp Ipves a Slave, 

Tho' not a Simpleton, a crafty Knzye^ 

A red-hot looker up her Hufband^s Breech, 

If Catherine* ran, her Majefty't a B— tchj 

Tho' had fhe not been nim))le, ten to pf^e 

The fame wan^ Compliment ha4 tfiS^Kd her tivm, 

I grant that Afric's Enfipjcror is a Hog — 

A Bead of Prey, a^YJle i^ichriflian Dog, 

Who brought his Sjubjeds down to Adifr'y's Door, 

And when the Robber found they had Np Mq^?9 

Proud in the Scale of Cruelty to rife. 

He tax*d their Heads, an4 ordered out their ^ycfi; 

Thus Muley iifiied his. 4ivin« I^^ree, 

That if they could not pay y they ihpu^ not^fie'. 

• The prefent Emprefs of Rufli^. The mode of leaviM thp ^od4fi;Wituq|f: 99^%, i^ h^ti 
»nicly pretcrib^d to lier imp^aV CoBibity it no iSecrct. 

The 
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The BalU were ipoop'd, and pickled for the Court 
Then barreird, ient tx) loake Imperial Sport** 
Yet Vice nor Fow.y ceafes tp defile. 
However hooor*d by a ^^nuch^s Smile — 
Alas! coi^ld the£b from Kings obtain a Name, 
A Newgate, Bedlam, were thy Temple, Fame. 
Think on the Name of Briton,- what a found I 
That carries awe to Earth's extcemeft Bound 1 
But fay froia whence,, the |«'ame of Albion fpruag 
That glorious rings, and hath isx Ages tuagi 
Lo! by a Sidney, Dorfet, Marlborough, Hyde; 
O'er other Realms ihe towVs with confciou$ Pri4et 
Her Locke, her Newton the W4>cld*fr wonder drew--^ 
Far different Gentlefolks — my JUlfds — ^m you--- 



I'^i^^m^^^^t^^.^^^m^t^^ % t nm%* 



• The Cruelties perpetnted- by tlie fav^ EiDp«MM» e<>M*n»cco» taitawl all Mief. 
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Her Franklin, -who the Lightning's Power defiej, 
And drags to Earth the Tyrant t>f the Skies; 
Smiles at his Rage, in iron Fetters bound, 
And chains his flaming Pinions to the Ground. 
You'll fay that "Nature with you, took no pains-^ 
That when fhe made your Forms fhe wanted Brains ; 
And caring not a Straw for either Head, 
She furnifh'd each Vacuity with Lead,** 
Madnefs, or Ignorance, may approve your Pica, 
Too grofs, too palpable to pafs on Me — 
Hero, or Legiilator, tho' not born, 
A Lord may live without a Nation's Scorn : 
Tho' helplefs to preferve a State diftreft. 
He may preferve ibme Decency at Icaft. 
Truft me, a bad Example 'mongft the Great,. 
Becomes a diie Contagion to the State — 
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The Utile Folks look up with Wonder s Eye, 

To Lords, as Beings of another Skyy 

Nor dream that Nature as is 9ft her way, 

Makes fuch fine Beings of \izx foulefi Clay. 

Like Children at a Show where Punch appears, 

And rants, and ftorms, and threats, and fights, and (wears— 

The Urchins gaping at the Bully*s Brags, 

Think not his Compofition Wood and Rags: 

Thus on our Lords, the marvUing Million gape. 

And fall to imitation, like an Ape. 

Learn, learn my Lords your Confequence to feel 

Both, both born Guardians of the Public weal — 
The Guardians of a Realm that Earth defies- — 
That Jifts her head, like Atlas to the Skies--- 
A Realm whofe Splendour, envying Nations view 
(Such as immortal Rome, nor Athens knew) 

« 

E Where 
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Where Liberty long warr'd with Godlike Rage, 
And Victor brought us back, the Golden Age---' 
A Realm of Greatnefsl and her Fame to crown 
On whofe Domain the Sun goes never down. 
And fhall this Realm fublime, whofe -Glory draws 
The Gaze of Wonder, and a World*s sq>plaufe; 
This peerlefs Fabrick fhake, that Seas of Blood 
To give it immortality, have flow'dj 
Whilft you the Guardians of this lofty Pile, 
Are join'd with Mob, at Cricket all the while? 
Should Hift*ry deign to-tell the tale with. Sighs,. 
Pofterity would fwcar the Goddcfs lies. 
What tho' it aiks.an Angel's Pow'r at leaft, 
To make you ope your Mouths like Balaani*) Beafi} 
What if you boad not Chatham** Forces and Fire, 
And Voice that feem'd the Sound of Pindar's Lyre? ^ 

Muft 
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Muft you for thfti in S^nSite diiappear? 

Suppofe you can't declaim, why go to hear — 

Grant that yow caiinot lik^ that Eagle fly: 

Pray muft you thewforq keep 0«?/f> company? 

Say not that Jbai^ohsy my Vcffc infpv^— . 

That Foe to Greatiief$, Ehvy'* DemQn fiire«— 

No, by the; Mufe, (a Mwfe of hupihk $kill, 

Perhaps the m»neft of th* Aonian Hill, 

Scarce with the 1>thQr Sifter^ tQ be nam'd. 

Of whom, like *Goldfmith, yet Vm pot ftfh^n^dy 

Whofe Smiles whea Cikit9'9 dark Qlouds aroun4 me lour. 

Break the deep Q1qow> to give « golden Hour: 

A Mu& fo gtntkl borq withQ^t a QAL|.t^.- 

Wbo never thpii^t M iww Qn i^fr^f! to oaU--^ 

■ " ' ■ w ill , t I. I. 1 1 ■ ■ , 1 m ,, 

^ • My SUnM in Mawd^ my iUilBtfy Pridv BcT, Village. 

In 
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In hannlefs Sonnet, pleaf'd amid the Shade, 

To fing the Virtues of one fav'rite Maid, 

Whofe Charms like Spring eternal, chear the Groves, 

The Poet's Pride, and Pride of all the Loves,) 

I fwear, my Envy points not to the Great — 

No, *tis my Pity marks the Fools. of State. 

Say Candour, what are Titles? empty Things! 

Oft Folly %y Roguery i Portion — Gifts of Kings — 

Pool! Coin! with Wifdom that will never pafs — 

His Majefty may give 'em to an Afs. 

Caligula deem'd Titles of fuch Force, 

He fain would make a Consul of his Horse: 

Yet. fomewhat ftill more flrange may ftrike our Ear^ 

And Holland's Cub, one Day be made; > Peer: 

Who, had he North's high Truft, with Gamblers vile 

Would for the Treafury fling up Crofs or file* 

Who 
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Who can one Atom of refped afFord, 

To Title, whilft that L~tt~ ton's a Lord? 

Who would not rather be th* untitled Pitt,* . 

Content the Pageantry of Courts to quit. 

To (hine in Solitude, there bleft to blefs 

The fuppliant, pale ey*d Children of Diftrefs? • 

Pitt, whofe lair Name (fuch rev'rence it infpires) 

The Country's proudeft, mean born Fool admires% 

Who now, fince Clivb was dubb'd, would be a Peer, 

Whofe very Name's a Wound to Virtue's Ear? 

When Honour was commanded to invcft , :; 

With her chafte Robe this Tyrant of the Eaft;t 

Blufhing, as foon's the /dirty Work wa& done, * . ; 

She turn'd her Head— aiham'd to fee it on.-— • 



* Of Boconnick, in Cornwall. 
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Yet tho* Dame HoNbuR jpr6v*d fo wond*rdus coy^ 

<Jrim Murder ckpp*d his bloody Hands for Joy: 

Charm*d widi ikt Net^s all Hill was m a Gldwv ^ • 

And made for Clive a Holyday belowi 

Clive> at whofe Naihe indicant :Afia burin:) 

As o'er her butchjer'd Hecatombs flie ihourns: 

Clive, at whofe Name^ as at thie Oenetal Dobm^ 

The Dead with Htwror itert amidft the Tomb! 

But ah! can Mbhsrchs tiiito Man x:6tttey 

FairWifdom, Virtue, Sparks itrf" h*av*ftly Rny? 

Fires that our mortal Mafs of Eardi refine. 

And give it Semblance to the Hand dirlne? 

No, no' for then our Princes, pitied Elves, 

Had kept a modeft Portion Ibr THemselVes*. 

When Death (for Lords muft die) your Doom (hall feal. 

What fculptur*d Honors ihall your Tomb reveal? 

Inftead 
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Inftead of Glory, with a weeping Eye, 
Inftead of Virtue, pointing to the Sky, 
Let Bats and Balls th* affronted Stone diigrace, 
While Farce ftands. kering by, ..with Satyr Face, 
Holding with forty Notches mark'd, a Board — 
The »d^i^ Triumph bf a np^/e Lord I 
When to the Shades your Loidfhips fhall defcend. 
And court old Raadamanthus for your Friend; 
Soon as you tell the Judge your. Names, your Birth, 
" Welcome (he'll cry) ye noble Peers from Earth — 
Sons of that Ifle, where heaven-born Treedom came, 
Whofe Fires are worfhipp'd like the Veftal's Flame, 
^ Sprung from a Race, that eri^ with Luftre (hone — 
What for Elyfium, have your Locdilups done? 
From j^*^ whofe Sphere was wide, whofe Pow*r was Great 
To guard the Honour ©f your yaftnt State; 

A 
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A long, long Catalogue of Deeds I claim- 
Deeds of high worth, and iandified by Fame." 
What will jou anfwer, by fuch Language ftruck ? 
I will not aflc your Lordfhips how you'll /ook. 
Thus if you fpeak the 'Truth fhall you reply, 
** With Uproar wild when Discord ihook the Sky: 
When Vulture War, the Nation's Bowels tore. 
And murdering Thoufands, panted ftill for more: 
When iwcU'd with Mother's Tears, and human Blood, 
And hapleic Carnage, roar'^ th' Atlantic Flood, 
Whilft ev'ry Guardfan of the trembling State, 
Beheld difmay'd the outftretch'd Arm of Fate, 
And fiird .with Wisdom's Voice the Senate rung, 
And Resolution ev'ry Sinew ftrung 
Tq. dafti the Dagger from Fate's threatning Hand, 
And fnatqh from Ruin's gaping Gulph the Land^ 
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We Truants midft th' Artillery Ground were ftraying, , 
With Shoeblacks, Barber's Boys, at Cricket playing. 
D'ye think that Rhadamanthus will not ftart. 
And cry like one that fees a Ghoft, "What art?" 
Soon as the Judge his frighted Ear believes, 
Cuefs at the Sentence, that his Juftice gives — 
That Sentence, hear the Sybil Mufe foretell, 
" D — n ye for Fools, my Lords, — away to Hell.^^ 

Your Songs, ye venal Bards, let Candour rule — 
Here point the galling Shaft of Ridicule: 
At thofe who negligent of Birth -and Fame, 
Give ev*n to Folly's Cheek the Blufh of Shame. 
Rend not the facred Robe that Virtue wears — 
Dafh not the Eye of Innocence with Tears — 

G Form.; 
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Form not a Scare-crow with your motley Rags, 

And holding to the World the worft of Hags, 

Exclaim, "Lo Devonshire's Dutchess!" to the Times, 

To gain a fcoundrel Mob to buy your Rhimes. 

Dread Trade! how like the Kentifh Boors, who break 

The beauteous Ship, to live upon the Wreck! 

In vain on Calumny's black Wing you rife 

To blot that lovely Planet from the Skies — 

Your Clouds a Moment, may obfcure her beams— »- 

But foon her Orb with tenfold Luftre ftreams — 

The Star of Morning, whofe unfullied Ray 

Cmilcs the foul Demons of the Dark, away! 
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